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SERMON. 


‘(He THAT SPARED NOT HIS OWN SON, BUT DELIVERED HIM UP 
FOR US ALL, HOW SHALL HE NOT WITH HIM ALSO FREELY GIVE. US 


ALL THINGS.” — Romans Vili. 32. 


WHEN any expense is incurred, sacrifice or surren- 
der in any way made, we determine its wisdom or 
folly by asking, What is it for? There are things 
costing a great deal, but worth little or nothing ; 
and there are things which no sum of money, 
amount of labor or offering of life can purchase too 
dearly. Paul represents God as satisfied with the 
subjection to strokes of human malice, even to the 
vilest death, of that beloved son who might be sup- 
posed most precious to him of all creatures ever 
clothed in flesh. But the Father relinquished him 
to his fate because of the blessings ‘his agonies 
should buy and bestow, for the salvation of the 
world. 

For an object that passes reckoning or imagina- 
tion of value, the loyal citizens of the United States 
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are giving, working and dying now. Some may be 
dying while I speak. Vast is the outlay, but tran- 
scendent the design whose accomplishment will be 
infinite reward. I will not say that everything is at 
risk, — that national existence, political order and 
human liberty are on the wheel of fortune or in the 
hand of chance; for I believe they are in the scales 
of Providence, not to be finally compromised and 
stolen away by the wiles of the devil. Yet they 
will be weighed out to us in the exact measure 
of our desert. Therefore we are not, like Oriental 
fatalists, to wait on events, but to hear the trumpet 
which summons us to whatever human beings can 
do, dare and suffer, in pain or death or .grief, for 
the sake of whatever above a barbarous and savage 
existence, human beings can prize. Nobly Lieuten- 
ant Lowell, in acknowledging to his classmates the 
present of a sash and sword, declared for himself 
and his compeers, that they were going forth to fight 
and fall, if needful, not for ‘‘ the Constitution and 
the Laws, — that is a superficial cause, and the 
rebels have now the same, — but for Civilization 
and Law and the self-restrained freedom which is 
their result.” The point could not be better ex- 
pressed than in the private letter from which I take 
leave to quote. For nothing other or less than the 


principles of justice, the conditions of human welfare, 
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the rudiments of society and rational decency we 
are called, in an era of supposed light and knowl- 
edge, to contend. 

This church has brought to the altar of God and 
native land, in the crisis, with its share of treasure 
in property, far more than would appear to be its 
proportion of blood. On the last Sunday that I had 
- the privilege to address you I was ready to beseech 
God to spare us any further such contribution. But, 
though made in submission, it would be an igno- 
rant and improper deprecation. God spared not his 
own sou; why should he or we wish to spare our 
children, when the cause that demands them is so 
noble as the rescue of a continent from anarchy 
and slavery? There is a classic story of the inno- 
cence, in a certain score of virgin lives, that had 
punctually to be sent to save a fair region from 
being ravaged by a devouring monster. We have 
our monster, worse than any Grecian mythology can 
show, and how much harder to be appeased! ‘To 
redeem our territory from being laid waste, what, 
beyond all exploits of ancient heroism, will we not 
devote? Said a mother, whose eldest boy at the 
moment lay dead and clotted in his gore: “ If I 
had ten sons I would give them all in such a case.” 
Said a sister of the brother whose living face ‘she 
should no more see on earth: “Jt is the time for 
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a man to die.” Indeed it is! Will fever or slow 
decay or any ordinary mischance, think you, be a 
better reason or method of exit from this visible 
world, than the bullet, aimed at the nation’s being, 
which we receive into our own breast? No; and 
if our friends and kinsmen, making their throbbing 
bosoms the shield of the commonwealth, have sunk 
that she might survive, blessed forever, in sight of 
God and man, be the graves that have taken the 
place of her sepulchre! They are not places of 
‘death, but spots of resurrection. If a God and 
heaven there be, the souls of these martyrs have 
been received by God into heaven. Not in vain 
were they cut down. ‘They had an occasion to per- 
ish here below, and depart to immortal joy, which 
no possibly favorable combination of circumstances 
could ever have improved.. The field of honor was 
to them a better death-bed than they could have 
found under any roof, even of their parents; and 
our holy expenditure of them with their lavish con- 
secration of themselves is repaid as Jesus told his 
disciples theirs should be an hundred-fold. ‘ Do 
not move me from the ground where I lie,” said 
one of our officers; “ it is glorious to die for one’s 
country.” Though his body lay there, did not his 
spirit, when he thus spoke, move and ascend very 
high and very fast? All we spend is_ therefore 


repaid. 
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First, it is repaid to the country. Our offspring 
are hers. She has consecrated them in the solemn 
issue of necessity to which she has came; and the 
blood that flows out of their veins flows into her 
circulations. Parental hearts, that are patriotic too, 
pardon me for saying that your children belong 
first of all, after God, to their country. Next to the 
claim of the great Father comes that of the mother- 
land, not any foreign land wrongly so called, but 
our own mother-land that bore us. In her day of 
distress for sin she brings them for a propitiation. 
What pure and noble ones, that she could ill afford 
to spare, she has yielded! In common, ambitious, 
mercenary wars, soldiers have been called food for 
powder. But when did ever powder have such gen- 
erous diet and high living as now? With a shud- 
der one thinks of the heads of inestimable grace . 
and manly beauty, the refined and educated faces, 
exposed in this rebellion to the savage thrusts. Be- 
hold, alas! the scholars and thinkers, men of genius 
and brilliant authors, persons of capacity and integ- 
rity to adorn senates, to exalt business and dignify 
professional life, who have stood, like the old three 
hundred, in the straits of our defence against a 
less excusable than Eastern barbarism, worthy to be 
remembered while public memory on these shores 
shall hold her seat, as affectionately as Athens ever 
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commemorated her sons! How can the country give 
them up? What stations of usefulness, to add lustre 
to the American character and name, might they not 
have filled? But the scythe of battle, in its wide 
swarth, has mown them down. They have lain wel- 
tering in their wounds. They have been obscurely 
buried by the way-side, as the raging torrent of 
strife rolled by, or their remains recovered for us to 
gaze at in their ghastly injuries, or dimly, with wet 
eyelids, scan the outside of the coffins we must not 
penetrate, containing them, before we commit them 
with the bones of their ancestry to the earth. 

We recollect with a pride of sad satisfaction that 
all thus far who have been taken from our band 
here held distinguished posts in the service. By a 
natural aspiration the human heart covets places of 
honor in any undertaking, and a superficial jealousy 
has hinted that those whom the wealth and intel- 
ligence of the community have contributed to: the 
general cause, have too often been appointed leaders 
in the army, instead of entering as privates in the 
ranks. But leaders why not, if leaders they were 
fit, as truly they have proved to be? In repeated 
instances they have desired to go as privates, but 
not been admitted to act below their capacity. 
Besides, who in this contest but the forward and 


courageous leaders have been surest and quickest to 
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fall? Count the long and splendid roll of our 
officers among the dead in the year that has gone! 
I will not mention their names. You know them ' 
by heart. But I will ask, now their bodies, pierced 
by the balls of the foe, are in the dust, what envy 
can exist not in the crimson current forever washed 
out? I will say, the country has lavished on this 
dread controversy, among her citizens, of the bravest 
and best, to be her champions and: heads. What 
atonement is there for their loss,—for the bloody 
conclusion of the widely-known and honored and of 
the uncelebrated noble too, — sometimes making the 
common line of battle grand as any heroic conduct 
of it, who bore but a musket on their shoulders, 
not a:sword in their hands? JI answer, the atonement, 
ample, sufficient; satisfactory, is in the cause they 
not only fought for but promoted, more in expiring 
than on the glittering march ; for the patient groans 
of religious martyrdom lift up a righteous’ enterprise 
better than even the resolute shock of arms, and no 
positions these men could have occupied, till three 
score and ten, would have unfolded their lives into 
usefulness greater than of their death which has 
made our common humanity itself, in the track of 
ages, once more historic and sublime. 

But their kindred as well as country have a rec- 


ompense for their fate. When the life which is 
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offered is actually taken, what a costly gift! To all 
connected with them in ties of peculiar regard the 
mortal bereavement is an unspeakable, here below 
an irreparable loss. Our sympathy flows especially 
to those whose sons are with them no more. The 
fair and strong supports of their age and infirmity 


taken from underneath them, more sensible and 


rapid must be their own decline. The blossoms of 
human promise, whose fruit they expected more anx- 
iously than husbandman ever watched his orchard 
or garden, have withered away. What fame they 
might have reached in peaceful life, what help ren- 
dered to their fellow-creatures in civil pursuits, to 
what eminence in art or science arisen! How they 
might have cheered with their success, blessed with 
their piety, buried with their tears those who now 
must go in untimely procession of gray hairs, after 
their blasted youth to the tomb! Looking at the 
pudding vigor so suddenly prostrate on the bier, 
how they must think, if Nature had only been 
allowed her way, their children’s lease of life might 
have run to double or treble of the term which a 
horrid hostile violence has made so short. But, O 
ye parents, for what seems, so viewed, only calamity, 
utter and premature, overlook not the recompense. 
Behold the fruit, better than of autumnal orchard or 


garden, they have borne in their spring, ‘in a short - 
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time accomplishing the purposes of a great age. 
Yours and your country’s consolation is the same. 
With her, consider the cause they were not only 
offered to, but carried forward when they fell. It is 
a law of God, wonderful and eternally admirable, 
that every worthy enterprise shall be advanced by 
~ those who die for it even more than by those who 
live and toil in its behalf. What precious plant, 
that grows in the field of human welfare, but has 
been watered in its seed and nourished to its ma- 
turity by human blood! What do we live for but 
to promote the glory of God in the good of. our 
kind? and in what is the good of our kind but a 
true society, a Christian nationality, a just liberty? 
Who would not rather die than live if he could so 
better win these incalculable boons and seal their 
charter to his posterity for a longer period? Who 
would not wish his children to die just when, where 
and how they could secure them most effectually 
to a country or a race? If they have fainted and 
swooned, the last chill damp come on their fore- 
heads and their faces grown pale, as from their 
veins ebbed the drops which were the pledges of ° 
such benefactions, let us willingly resign our off- 
spring. If they developed their higher faculties, 
showed their best nature, proved by their achievement 


and endurance the mission for which they were born, 
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became dearer and grew loftier to us, demonstrating 
for the first time fully to our delight their proper 
selves in this hour of need, let us be content to 
have them die, pass on and up. If they went with 
a true heart to the contest for all we hold and hon- 
or; if courage, patriotism, devotion to God and love 
of their fellow-men, the only glories of our nature, 
inspired them; if they shrank not from the pass more 
terrible than over Alpime summits through which 
equity and freedom must follow after them; if the 
wounds were in front that pierced to their vital parts, 
let us not with any bitterness lament the gracious 
sacrifice which is the purchase of the common sal- 
‘vation. Be their relics interred in unknown dust by 
stranger-hands, or fetched home for solemn funeral- 
rites, it is all one to God; it signifies not to them ; 
it differs little to us in the light of the reason for 
which they suffered. Mourners over the ashes of 
your beloved, let me tell you, your sorrow is your 
privilege. By the blow, with which you are smitten, 
you are exalted. Fathers, I not only would comfort 
you; I adjure you to rejoice in the sons you have 
' begotten to such honor. Mothers, I not only weep 
with you; I assure you, the sons you have borne 
were never yours so much as now, that, in an ec- 
stasy of zeal for all that is sacred on earth, through 


momentary anguish, they have been translated to 
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heavenly bliss. In a mysterious passage of the New 
Testament it: is said, Women,—as though their ten- 
der and loving nature merited such favor, — received 
their dead raised to life again; and, in a sense too 
_ deep for flesh and blood to realize, you so receive 
yours more alive than ever, now all of them that 
belonged to death and dust has dropped away, ap- 
pearing to you as glorified spirits, transfigured, as 
alone mortals can be, by the motives from which 
they acted and the sentiments with which they drew 
their last breath. As your natural grief turns 
to spiritual satisfaction in their behavior, you are 
rather objects of envy than of pity; and so you have 
your recompense. Worthy as you may be in your- 
selves, yet to be known, as you will be more widely, 
as their parents, is for you an added title of honor. 
Once more: They, the vanished, whose garments 
have been rolled in blood, and their clothing of 
mortality wrapped to be put under the sod, — even 
they have their recompense, and the greatest of all. 
They have:indeed given up everything in the world. 
Perhaps a long career of prosperity, enjoyment, 
good standing and great influence among men, was in’ 
their constitution ; but they have voluntarily let it 
be crossed and cut short by the sword. Perhaps 
the fairest lines seemed to be written on the leaves 
of their book of life. But they closed the volume, 
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beyond all romance, they had with transport but just 
begun to read, and raised their eyes freely to the 
grim destiny in the dark valley instead, embracing 
pain, hardship, the dissolution of their own frame, as 
a substitute for ease, luxury and large inheritance. 
O wonderful soul of man, that must be immortal, 
being capable of such things! Yet, in earthly 
abbreviation, overthrow and ruin, blighting these 
hopes, what standing and influence in the commu- 
nity, that shall never again see a shadow of them 
on the landscape, all the more they have, such as 


no handsome merchandise, professional reputation, 


political elevation, no studious art or science could. 


equal, redeemers of a nation for long centuries to 
come as now they are, while their eternal lot of 
being is a reward of pleasure too pure and ineffable 
for pen or human lip to describe! They have died 
for their country, but Christ died for them; and 
well does Paul represent God’s giving his son to 
agony as the earnest of a disposition of benevolence 
which no tokens can exhaust or intellect compre- 
hend, and only the apostolic phrase “all things,” a 
synonym for a universe and infinity of blessedness, 
properly designate. So they too receive infinite rec- 
ompense. — : 
How practical the comfort of, this truth of three- 


fold recompense has become to us in our own 
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homes’ and in this religious assembly! You know 
that another of our number is gone from us,— one 
of the four captains that fell together in the battle 
of Cedar Mountain, and the fourth officer during 
the year slain from among ourselves, in this rebel- 
lion against God and man, while a fifth sank 
under a fatal disease. I need not mention the name, 
long familiar in this place as it is, which has 
already been on all your tongues. He too has ded- 
icated his prime to the duty of the hour, as, had 
he lived to the llth of October next, he would 
have been twenty-nine years of age. If there be 
an unselfish pride that becomes a Christian, this 
band of worshippers, spiritually descended from the 
genius of that pre-eminent preacher-patriot, Jona- 
than Mayhew, may have a holy pride in what it 
has done and suffered for the common deliverance 
in a greater than the revolutionary question. My 
friends, let me say, we are true to our antecedents! 
This ecclesiastical body, which had a hand, a cen- 
tury ago, in breaking the ground and paving the 
way to the declaration of American independence, 
has yielded vital treasure, nowhere exceeded, to 
redeem and perpetuate the rights of man. I con- 
fess, satisfaction mingles with and runs deeper than 
my sorrow, from a peace that passes all understand- 


ing, at the contemplation of these deathly trophies, 
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our undying honors, to which one monument more 
is now joined. On dreadful conditions is our .new 
rescue. The eloquence of the pulpit was our chief 
influence then ; the manhood’ of the pew finishes the 
work now. Alas! how much of it returns not to 
our eyes! To have the dark and heavy burden, 
instead of the living form, enter your abode, strikes 
nature with sadness to its depths. But your spirits 
soar with the spirit of the released exulting to the 
skies, while it becomes me to commemorate here, 
for the common interest, this fresh instance of indi- 
vidual valor. 

The captain of Company K, in that 2d Regiment 
of Massachusetts Volunteers which will fill a shin- 
ing page in our history, at the motion of his own 
will, obedient to the pleading within him of his 
country’s call, gathered his men, and from his situ- 
ation of independence and comfort went into all the 
labor and hazard of the war, with the simple pur- 
pose of doing his part,—as he has, with unspotted 
honor, — to ‘solve our awful problem. The colonel 
of the regiment testifies to what we learn .on all 
hands of the respect he won from his_ brother-offi- 
cers and the devoted regard of those whom he led. 
His personal behavior rose uniformly to the highest 
tide-mark of noble sentiment and actual fidelity. 


In the unavoidable and admirably planned retreat 
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of General Banks before overwhelming numbers, near 
the Shenandoah, though so exhausted that, had he’ 
fallen by the way, he could not have risen again, 
he was faithfully in his place. All the hardships 
and privations of a soldier’s life he bore with signal 
fortitude, while. absence weakened no familiar tie, 
but only drew him more strongly in all affectionate 
bonds, the tenderness of his heart overflowing on 
occasion of a Christmas visit he was able to make 
to his home. When unusual perils had been around 
him and he came out safe, he gratefully recognized 
the providence of God in his preservation. In one 
of his letters he speaks of the brief and solemn 
communion he had with a comrade in the terrific 
perils and threats of the rebel pursuit. Upon him, 
as upon so many, from the sober air of our great 
struggle a breath of sanctity seemed to pass. His 
health, not wholly strong when he left, had by the 
great heat of the weather become so much impaired 
that he asked for a furlough. This was not grant- 
ed, on the ground that his was a case rather for 
resignation; an idea he would not for a moment 
entertain, preferring as he said ‘rather to die there 
than think of it, as he must be a great deal sicker 
even to ask for it.” So, as the engagement came 
on, which, when he intimated his need of repose, 


he had not anticipated, he resolved, persisting 
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against all remonstrance, weak as he was, to take 
his share in it and his chance with the rest. But, 
so extreme was his bodily weakness, that it was 
necessary for his servant to assist him to the field 
which proved fatal to them both. He toiled on 
and up the hill in the neighborhood, — well called 
of « Slaughter,’ — fast as possible to the point of 
hazard and decision, where, so far as can be known, 
he was instantly killed, and, without suffering, passed 
away. 

It is difficult to conceive a grander situation, or a 
nobler end. Men have gone into fight jubilant, their 
blood leaping in them with expectation of a speedy 
victory. They have gone cool and vigorous, with 
firm and even pulse of heart and foot, trusting in 
the strength of their own right hand to quell the 
foe. They have gone under orders, to resist which 
was more dangerous, and falling on a sharper sword 
than to obey. They have gone for revenge. They 
have gone for mere hire and salary ; and they have 
gone under impulses of duty, conspiring with con- 
scious energies of body and soul to accomplish their 
designs. But to go in the utter debility that from 
most persons takes away the little courage they pos- 
sess, to offer to the whistling iron hail the body that 
has already been the well-reached mark of disease, 


to spend one’s breath in being aided to the scene 
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of action, yet have resolution left in the soul to 
perform one’s military office with the able and the 
well, till one, already bent with pain, drops under 
the missile of doom, is a position unsurpassable of 
the moral sublime. A penetrating and sympathetic 
imagination is required to appreciate it. 

Think of the trampling haste and fierce onset of 
squadron on squadron, the dust and smoke, the din 
and roar, the commands and groans, the gleam of 
armor with the cannon’s lurid blaze and loud report, 
in strange, appalling intermixture; then see the cap- 


tain of his company, who should have been on his 


bed, more eagerly insisting on being present at the 


spot, than if mines of gold instead of the mouth of 
destruction had been his search. Remember how 


you have felt when the basis of your own physical 


_ system has been undermined, and what competency 


so you would have had for such a struggle, — and 
then award the just meed of approbation to such a 
sacrifice as our friend, with some beside him, was 
nerved to make, and which the country and Almighty 
God will accept. Private was the funeral of. this last 
leader from among us, who thus proved the sincer- 
ity of his vows. From all publicity domestic feeling 
shrank. No sound of muffled drum and mournful 
military music fell on our ears; no subdued flash of 


reverted weapons met our eyes. But the feeling 
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of his brothers in arms at home and at the theatre 
of continued strife, was with us; and there was no 
more genuine affliction than among the survivors of 
his company on earth, while his spirit had ascended 
to greet in heavenly rapture the souls of companions 
departed with himself. 

The 9th of August will be added to other dates, 
the past year, of the memorable bravery and endur- 
ance of our troops. Not unrecompensed, but sanc- 
tified to our salvation shall be the deeds they per- 
formed, the stand they made, the blood they shed. 
Behold how their example quickens others to follow 
in their steps! No dismay arises from the shrouded 
forms of those who sleep, nay, who we believe be- 
yond our sight awake! Extraordinary suffering has 
certainly produced no disheartening here. From this 
religious society at this moment other captains of 
companies, with lieutenants and privates, more than 
have fallen, are going forth to the nation’s rescue, 
with parents’ blessings, self-devoted and ready, in the 
ardor of eternal righteousness that can make them 
ready, for any earthly issue. God have them in his 
holy keeping! For their conduct. in whatsoever 
circumstances, prosperous or adverse, we have no 
concern. You have none, and I have none. We are 
sure they will do and bear, in all emergencies of 


fortune, whatever men with help from heaven can. 
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They proceed on an errand, as holy as the spirit 
can give, for the general benefit when all that is dear 
to us or may be valuable to our posterity, but for 
divine mercy in their fidelity, is at stake. On other 
wires than those stretching through the air, and 
branching over your houses, messages have come to 
them from that Operator who sends no lie or false 
report to his creatures, and the termination of whose 
unseen telegraph, ever tingling with despatches, is 
in the living breast. I say not,—they will do us 
honor. They, as well as those preceding them, have 
done us honor. To their kindred, fellow-worshippers 
and the whole land may their self-dedication be a 
substantial boon ! 

Let us, first and last, trust the ereat Rewarder 
who sits and judges in equity, and whose throne 
cannot be overturned, that this river of sacred zeal 
for what he has declared to be chief in his own re- 
gard shall not resemble so much water spilt on the 
ground, but be the very buoyancy of our vessel of 
state with all the rich freight for unknown distance 
she bears. Trust in him is our supreme duty, despair 
the most deadly sin. On that morning of melan- 
choly burial, I rose ere it was yet light. But the 
day was at hand. Out of night, out of cloud, out 
of tossing sea came up the mighty and glorious sun. 
As I stood and gazed at his flaming orb, I said, — 
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night and cloud and tossing sea are not all! There 
is light at the centie,—lght no gloom can invade 
or quench, light vast and potent to overcome every 
vapor and shade. My friends, night and cloud and 
tossing sea are not all in the hemisphere of our 
civil affairs. There is spiritual light at the centre 
of a grander than the solar system. Out of the very 
turbulence, confusion and angry heap of our polit- 
ical tempest, social mists and rolling billows of dis- 
pute, a brighter luminary than the sky can hold 
will ascend to cheer succeeding generations with 
beams of that goodness and truth which shall be 
its. lustre and warmth. The day of our redemption 
is at hand. It will arrive when not only President 
or General but the whole folk shall act, and we be 
willing to take the sword of the Lord, which is 
equity, instead of our own weapons of pride and 
vanity, into our hands. Already he is girding and 
arming us. ‘The very heart of this community, whose 
government is its servant, God is educating with 
agonies out of its sins. When its heart is right, 
he will give it the land. The dawn shall yet break 
upon it unvexed with storm, in perfect calm of 
peace, the moment it shall have learned to practice 
the universal justice and freedom it has professed. 
Meantime, sad as it is to say it, nothing is left 


us but to strike for honor and duty, for national 
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nobility and civil life, the hard yet merciful blows, 
on implacable men, that are to settle aright momen- 
tous questions, knowing that the stain of blood will 
from earth and water pass away, but the gain of 
principle abide forever. Let us imitate the activity 
and patience of nature, while our struggle with the 
forces of darkness shall last. Let us not believe in 
the strength of wickedness to annihilate or hold back 
the radiance of truth. What is so rare and seldom’ 
desired, let us do right without wrong in doing 
it. Let us conspire with him whom it has been 
said we cannot hurry, but whom neither are we able 
to postpone. He is not backward. Let us bless him 
as we see acts of friends or foes to him and his 
children, proclamations and repudiations, orders and 
countermandings, motions of loyalty and rebellion, 
all providentially arranging themselves as so many . 
onward steps to the millennial glory yet to come, 
alike by the perverseness and fidelity of individual 
men the national soul moved to repentance, and 
the public will striding to reform, the moral globe 
turning steadily on its axis, a glimmer of. love and 
real humanity brightening and broadening on the 
line of the horizon, and the old prophetic words 
in these ends of the earth with us coming true s 


“Thy people shall be willing in the day of thy power.” 


“NOTE. 


I cannot let this discourse pass into print without recording the 
name of RicHARD CHAPMAN GoopwIn, now added to those of WiuitAmM 
Lowrett PurnamM, James Jackson Lowetit, Ausert Dopp, and 
Euisna Brrxnapr Jonnson, already commemorated in the same place 
of religious worship. On the altar of the nation their mortal lives are 
thus far our part — may they prove to be the whole we must render — 
of the sacrifice. Freely, as unoffending victims, they have received 
of the chastisement for the common sin. But how slowly, even by 
anguish, we are sanctified, so that some say we are just where we were 
a year ago. Not so. Pain and grief, in our ordeal by battle, are 
doing a humbling, exalting, glorious work. In this heat God is matur- 
ing the public conscience. He is purging away the first crudeness of 
our idolatry, inhumanity and vain-glory, with the censoriousness in 
which alone we are adepts, by this furnace of suffering on his ground, 
whose fires we share with those whom we love. Partly through the 
process of trial we have got, and shall be released, the divine rod 
removed, when the office of punishment is complete. Let us mean- 
time, with dearest remembrance, celebrate the noble ones who have 
gone forth our substitutes for the stripes under which they have sunk. 
Let us ask heavenly blessing on the friends now on the way to danger 
and endurance for the rescue of country and liberty from the foe. Let 
us take comfort in the faith that their self-offering may avail to an end 


. So grand. 
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